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Merry Ficmas 


[That's neither Pete's knock, nor Roger's, but this floor is all ours. Security knows not to let anybody bother 
me after a show, so it could only be The Kid. What the fuck could he want?] 


John has been looking forward to a quiet night alone, yet decides it won't kill him to be gracious. Opening the 
door, he offers affable smile across the threshold while wrapping black silk kimono securely around still-damp 
flesh. Trying to banish thoughts of how he and Keith used to scrub off stage-sweat together, he regards a 


very different drummer as he explains "Just got out of the shower." 
"Sorry to bother you." is Zak's apologetic opener ".but Roger put me up to it" 


[Face favors famous father, especially around the eyes, but that voice is far more London than Liverpool. 
Sounds like one of us..almost] 


"Yeah?" John chuckles ruefully, recollecting that the two of them had slipped off together immediately following 
final encore. "What's he want, then? Sent you to spy out who I'm sleeping with?" He steps aside, indicating 


empty room. "Got a hot three-way goin’ on. Me, Myself and |." 


Zok replies with wry grin and ready quip. "Hey, if you want something done right... 

"Aint THAT the truth?" is archly agreed, augmenting ribald jest. "Sometimes ‘Me’ needs to get a little wine into 
‘Myself before ‘I can start the party, though, and we haven't even cracked the bottle yet, so you're not 
interrupting anything. What's up?" 


"Well, we're down in the bar, and Roger sort of dared me to come up and see if you.." an anxious expression 
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briefly flickers across Zak's features ".and Pete.. would care to join us." 
[Thought we'd be together? What's Roger been telling him, anyway?] 


‘lm not getting dressed." John decisively declares ".OR inclined to cope with squawking entourage tonight, but 
Ill let Roger know you were brave enough to ask. Good luck with Pete.” 


"Thanks." Zak sighs. "Tried you first ‘cause you're less scary. Pete might bite my head off for knockin’ on HIS 


door." 


"Nah, he likes your head all right. Just watch your words, yeah? He can twist ANYthing into an insult." John 


archly advises "or an invitation. You might not make it back down to the bar with your virtue intact." 


Zak laughs aloud, although affected. "My dad already warned me about THAT before | ever came to play with 


you crazy cats" 
"Did he now? What EXACTLY did he say?" 

[How the hell does he know, anyway? Guess he WAS neighbors with Keith for a while. 

"He told me that Pete Townshend is a very dangerous man to piss off.or to lead on" 

Its John's turn to laugh. "Smart man, your dad. Did he give you any warnings about ME?" 
"No" Zak smiles with hint of flirtatious guile. "Guess I'll have to figure YOU out all on my own” 


John finds himself unexpectedly stirred at those words. "I'm not that complicated What you see is what you 
get. If you're interested, all you have to do is ask." 


"There is one thing | wanted to ask." Zak trails off, awkwardly shuffling his feet and restively twiddling his 


fingers but maintaining eye contact while hemming and hawing "I was wondering if... 
[Fuck. Spit it out, Kid. I'll tell you the truth.whatever it is] 


"The thing is, l've got lotsa mates named John. Already got a ‘Big John’ and a ‘Little John’, a ‘Clever John' and a 
‘Daft John’, so would it be okay..would you mind if |.2" Zak takes a deep breath, clearly collecting himself 


before inquiring "Would you let me call you ‘Ox'?" 


"Sure" John grins, graciously granting friendly familiarity, hoping his relief doesn't show that it wasn't a more 
sensitive question. "It that all you wanted?" 


‘Guess so." A trace of reluctance still haunts, but Ox astutely assumes that's more to do with The Face which 
Zak has yet to face than the one he currently regards. "Cheers, then. See you tomorrow?" 


"Yeah. G'night." John watches Zak turn away to head down hotel hallway toward Pete's door before softly 


shutting his own, murmuring into solitary stillness "and good luck" 


[He's a nice boy. Pete's gonna eat him alive. Maybe not.He came up in this life, so I'm sure he's seen a thing or 
two. Good advice from his dad..THAT man's probably seen it ALL, and still stayed steady. They weren't like us, 
though..were they? THEIR John a biting bastard, Paul a haughty hit-maker, George a serene, angelic 
genius..takes all three of them together to equal Pete alone. Ringo's the one | understand best, even if | don't 
really know him. Could get to know his son, if | wanted.Seems like he wants to know ME.Could | let him in?] 


John pads barefoot across the carpet to settle atop big bed, stretching out and allowing silk to slip from skin, 
baring himself to imaginary eyes while replaying Zak's deferential diffidence and fantasizing young Starkey now 
kneeling between his spread thighs. 


["Would it be okay..?" Oh, yes. "Would you mind if |.?" Not at all. "Would you let me..2" I'd love it] 


Taking thickened prick into his own hand, he vividly visualizes how deftly Zak wields a drumstick, mentally 
substituting syllables "Call you ‘Ox'?" with "Suck your cock?" He cannot help but recall how Keith had known 
exactly what to do their first time, but in his current fantasy Zak does not. Imagining himself a patient 


teacher to a curious yet hesitant novice, he urges with fervent whispers accompanying urgent strokes. 
"Just like that, Zak.ohh, you're doing so well..feels amazing.such a good boy..don't stop..ohh, yes, l'm your Ox, 
Zok.l love you.. YES!" Final vocal ejaculation heralds bodily eruption, and John feels almost immediately 


embarrassed at his unseemly eagerness. 


[Where the fuck did THAT come from? Hadn't thought | wanted him. Do | really, or am | just missing Keith? 
Well, whatever..Time will tell] 


Sudden, unbidden thought of Zak's father makes John smirk, somewhat self-consciously, through a sated sigh. 


"And you thought PETE was the dangerous one." 


